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Inevitable 


Author's Notes: 
| don't own anybody. This one | actually wrote it before the "I bet you didn't know this", it needed corrections 
haha. Hope you like! the words with "//" are thoughts, just because l'm weird. 


He wanted to see if Jimmy was interested in doing some sort of project with him. 

He gets up and stumbles to the door, then remembers he is completely naked and returns to wrap his 
bathrobe around his body. Glancing at his bed for a second, he gets out of the room and heads to the lower 
floor. Scratching his head, picks up the phone. 


"Hello, good morning" John says in an easygoing, polite manner. 


"Were you still sleeping?" he chuckles. What time was it? Il? "Well, anyways, so how did the recording session 


with Robert go?" That was it. Right. They had met because he was going to collaborate on the singer's new 


record. He had forgotten that was the original purpose of the meeting..for some reason. 
"Uh..." It actually went excellent. Excellent. 
"What, did things get out of hand?" 


What did he mean? Was Robert pining him against the wall to shove his tongue down his throat and get him 
undressed in less than a minute considered as "getting things out of hand"? Maybe. 


‘Jimmy. What happened? Did you guys brought up the.how did you say once? ‘old Led Zeppelin discussion?" 


"Yeah, totally." //His hands gripping the headboard tightly, eyes closed, his mouth opened, gasping for air while 
his body moved back and forth, back and forth// He rolled his eyes backwards, enjoying the memory. 


"| see.why did that happen though?" That question he had been asking himself since I975. 
"| guess... its inevitable." Was it? Seemed very much like it. 


After the fight they had at the Live Aid in 1985, it was obvious they wouldn't talk to each other for a while. 
And almost 3 years later everybody could notice they had some sort of problem with each other. Jimmy was.. 
kinda planning everything, the Live Aid was the perfect setting to discuss a formal Led Zeppelin reunion. Of 
course Robert would agree, he was counting on that, almost sure of it. | mean, he could bear having to play 
the set with Phil Collins as their drummer, but not the fact that he got the singer's head far away from any 
single consideration of getting back together. That fucker Phil Collins had ruined everything. Every possibility of 
a reunion.. of he and Robert being able to work together again. That asshole wasn't content with just kissing 
him, on the first place. 


After Led Zeppelin had ended, didn't matter how much it had hurt both of them, they had decided to try it on 
their own way. And Robert had said, he had said how difficult it would be without him, and that he would wait 
for him, meaning that when they got the chance to get back together, they would. They had few collaborations 


on each other's albums, and they were getting closer again, so if Jimmy wanted Robert to play with him again 


after the Live Aid, why wouldn't it work? Why not.. 


"We only promised to play this concert together as a band" "We never planned anything about a formal Led 
Zeppelin reunion". //Well maybe you were the only one not to even think about it. Were too busy with that 
pathetic drummer of yours weren't you? I'm sure even Jones would agree with me, even though | hadn't 
planned asking him.// Fine. They could continue on their own, why not. And still collaborate on each other's 


work. Whatever. 


Then last week Robert had called him, if he wanted to play guitar on that song of his. The call was a little 
awkward. But Robert had said he would love to have his guitar and his guitar only on that song, so Jimmy said 
"OK." 


Then yesterday they had met on Jimmy's house to write the song. Not wanting to admit he almost spent 3 
hours on his hair like the old days, he opened the door when the bell rang, and surprisingly all the awkwardness 


was forgotten as soon as he entered his house. 


Soon it was as if they had seen each other yesterday. Even Robert started making bad jokes and Jimmy found 
them funny. //Hmm | thought | hated you.// Slowly they forgot what they had problems about, and the 
writing advanced pretty well. Jimmy played a nice riff and Robert smiled at him, or Jimmy would find himself 
staring at his friend if he closed his eyes to sing. 


When they finished, it was getting late already, and suddenly they had become shy. Thank you, "no, thank you", 
‘are your sure?", yeah, leave it like that, "good night", take care. Small smiles and both looking down, at least 
they were not mad at each other anymore. 


// Just look at him, that half smile.. the dimples that always form there..how his eyes are almost closed when 
he gives that look, how they do that, in fact, especially when he is feeling p-// Jimmy couldn't help but blush 
at the thought that was, too late, already there. //Oh, NO. No, come on, don't..// Robert smiled at him before 
turning to open the door.. //Oh yes.// 


Jimmy could look at him any way he wanted. As long as he wanted. He could stare.. look him up and down, and 
remember how he looked like naked, if he felt like it. Jimmy didn't care anymore. He wouldn't hold up; he was 
trying hard not to bit his lip because oh, his mind, had started to go through a set of thoughts that hadn't 


been there for a while, at least not consciously. 


He didn't care the slightest when Robert looked back and caught him staring at him like that. Jimmy's 
pretending-to-be-shy smile, that one he hadn't had the chance to see.. in quite a while. It was quite a shock to 
Robert, to realize all of a sudden, how inevitable some things would always be. How inevitable it would be to 


want them. Robert's look changed as his eyes half-closed and his mouth opened a little. //Mmm.Hello Robert// 


The singer closed, almost slammed the door he was just starting to open without looking away from Jimmy. 
The guitarist half-gasped, half-whimpered as in less than a second Robert crashed his mouth against his and 
pinned him against the wall. Jimmy's hands automatically gripped his neck and they both opened their mouth. 


//Now, this is how he tasted like// Jimmy sighed and closed his eyes as Robert started sucking on his neck, 
unbuttoning his shirt; kissing down his neck and pulling his pants off. He leaned his hips forward when the 
singer started touching him all over. "Fuck" Robert's thumb was now rubbing against his tip and all Jimmy 
could do was slide his hand into his pants. 


"Where's your room?" A breath into his ear. "Upstairs". Robert gave him a look like he was trying hard not to 
smile and suddenly, without any effort, carried him on his arms. It was all smiles their way to the bedroom, 
but once Robert threw him on the bed it was all serious again. Jimmy pushed himself up and stared at him 
seductively while undoing his belt. The singer took his shirt off and caught his lips again while his pants slid off 
him. They shuddered at the feeling of their bodies together, and Robert pulled away a little. 


They stared awkwardly for a second and then, as if they had read each other's minds, Robert kissed him 
briefly and helped him move onto his stomach. Jimmy pushed himself up, grabbed the headboard and Robert's 
hands placed on his sides. 


None of them wanted to waste any time at all, so Robert pushed into Jimmy while his hands barely trembled 
on the bedhead. Jimmy was suffering in pain until Robert started kissing his shoulder and he felt a hand 
stroking up and down his cock, as the singer began moving slowly in and out. Their moans gradually increased in 


volume until they could be heard from the lower floor. 


His hands gripping the headboard tightly, eyes closed, his mouth opened, gasping for air as his body moved 
back and forth, back and forth. He shut his eyes as he felt himself getting close and then.. Robert stopped. 
How did he know he was just going to..? Well, maybe all those years didn't pass in vain. //And you said | was 
the teasing one//, he smiled lightly. But no, specifically today, it was actually great. 


Robert grabbed him by his hips and flipped him to his back. Jimmy wasn't putting a lot of resistance to be 
honest. He let his arms fall to his sides and stared at Robert with heavy-lidded eyes. 


Staring back at him, Robert leaned down and Jimmy immediately kissed him hard, tangling his fingers in the 
golden hair that was just recovering from an 80's pop singer haircut. He surely missed his long hair. After a 
minute or so of their tongues sliding and hips rubbing against each other's, the singer's hands slid slowly down 


his body, and when they reached his waist, he opened his eyes to look into Robert's as he pushed back in 


It was actually feeling better than the first time. Jimmy threw his head back. "S-say it- please." he gasped, 
and immediately felt embarrassed about his request. He didn't know if he still wanted to do it.. "well l- mean." 
he breathed "if y'don't wanna do it ts-" "OH JIMMY" Jimmy buried his face on Robert's neck and bit his 
shoulder as he continued to moan quietly into his ear. He let out a groan as he began to thrust deeper. "Ahh 
Jim-fuck-", he only replied with a whimper and gripped on the other man's back as both their bodies moved 
up and down, up and down. Jimmy moved his hands to Robert's hips as if to get him even closer. He moaned 
loudly when the other man started hitting his prostate, //Goddd yesss like that-//, thrusting faster and 
harder so that the headboard started banging against the wall. Jimmy's little moans were making Robert even 
harder, and oh shit, the guitarist just felt so good. "OHH JIMMYYY", Jimmy threw his head back again as he 
began to tense up so immersed in pleasure that he wouldn't care if the neighbors could hear their screams 
through the glass window. Robert started kissing his neck, and he couldn't take it anymore. His breath caught 
in his throat and he let out a strangled cry as he came hard onto his stomach. "Mmmhh Robert," he sighed 
into the other man's hair as he gave a few more thrusts and came into him with a loud moan. They were still 
catching their breath but the singer took Jimmy's face in his hand and gave him a soft, slow kiss, and it 
seemed like time froze right there. Then he got off him to lie at his side, leaving the guitarist all flushed and 


overwhelmed. 


So, it had just happened. But what now? ... What did it mean? They both had too many questions. Being so close 
now, they just stared at each other, exhausted. The guitarist wasn't sure what to say, when Robert spoke. 


‘Jimmy..'m sorry | was being such an asshole.” And he really meant it. Then his eyes seemed to darken a little. 
Something that never happened before IJTI, when his son died. "| guess | was just." 


//Afraid? But you were never afraid back then..// 
"But you know..you know how | feel about you. That is something throughout this years you have proved me 
its not going to change" And he gave a sad smile. Jimmy could only stare at him, after all, his mind was as 


clear as the other man's. "I guess this.. has always proved to be inevitable". 


Jimmy had begun to feel that pressure in his chest but he didn't want to worry about it on this day. And he 
could bet Robert was feeling it too. 


"Well I'm glad it is". 


He rested his head on Robert's chest and closed his eyes when he felt him kiss his forehead. He didn't notice 


the other man couldn't fall asleep for quite a while. 
On the next day, during Jonesy's phone call, Jimmy wasn't listening anymore. 


"I've been trying to call Robert also but it seems like he's not home. Are you hungover or something?" John's 


voice sounded impatient for the first time. 


‘Kinda-" Jimmy jumped a little when he felt two arms hugging him from the back. Then he leaned his head 


back on Robert's shoulder. 


"Look, it doesn't matter, I'll keep thinking what kind of work we can do together or see if Robert would like to 
join in, but if anything happens between you two just give me a call" 


"Huh" Robert had started kissing his neck "Ok - so, I've gotta hang up-l guess I'll.call you later" 

"Ok, b-" Jimmy hang up, looked at Robert, and they both shared a nervous laugh. 

"Who was that?" 

"Jones," Robert raised his eyebrows. "Said he was trying to call you home but you didn't answer, now, why 
would that be?" They both laughed and looked at the ground. Robert was dressed already, seemed like he had 
to leave. 

Ignoring the nervousness in his stomach, he asked him "Do you wanna go out tomorrow?" his pretending-to- 
be-shy smile again. Robert grinned and said "..You are reading my thoughts again’. The singer pecked him on 


the lips and got out. Jimmy smiled at the door for a second before going back to his room, his head full of 
thoughts. 


On the next days, Jimmy wasn't sure what was actually happening, he was just enjoying it. They would meet 
occasionally and in secret when they had the chance, go out for something to drink, or just stay in Jimmy's 
house and.. do whatever they wanted. Robert had even re-routed his own tour to start following Jimmy's 


dates, and on one of his concerts he had disguised himself and slipped in to see his show. 


Seemed like the problems between them were finally ending. Due to their current..situation. It couldn't be 
possible if he still wouldn't want to. If Robert still didn't want to tour with him-..fine, if Robert would still leave 
him after all that had happened, he would do something to really piss him off. Get a singer who looked just like 
him or something. 


